entirely Inhabited by pigeons. 1 admired it, and confessed that 1
liked squabs. Xext day a huge hamper of the birds was delivered at
Mar del Plata.)
On the treeless parnpa, many years ago, Sefior Gobo planted
trees. Now we approach a forest of two million: eucalyptus, guins3
nut-trees, tropical trees, northern pines. At the main gate, open
and ready for us5 sit two gauchos at attention on their horses; they
are dressed in gala ponchoss their best bombachas and sombreros.
We pass down a stately corridor of eucalyptus, swarded In soft
grass. Through the broken vistas we see huge lawns with cattle,
llama, horses, grazing. We pass the tower, tenement of the pigeons.
Beyond an artificial lake with bridges and grottoes on the raised
banks, we come to the main house: a rococo jewel, ornate, vari-
coloured, naively gay and a trifle fussy In the perfect greensward.,
like a young matron in fluffs and crinoline. Perhaps., thiiSj the young
wife Dona Josenna, a generation ago. Before 1 go in, I turn: the
vista is superb^ of lawn and terraced lake and groves of trees; and
beyond, dimly, the pervasive pampa. Outside the main hall,
through the glass doors. I see a huge wood-fire burning; and ten
feet from it, spitted, hang two whole lambs, a month old. The
" some thing Argentine to eat" is to be the famous corderito al
asador. Two gauchos, experts at the art, nurse the meat; tempering
the remote flame, turning the savoury flesh.
The elegance of these great Argentine estancias is Incomparable.
True, there are estates in England and in our America, where the
wealth Is as lavish; but the great estancias have an element in the
pampa air ... an eases a generous amplitude, a quiet . . . which no
other luxury in the world, however ruthlessly mastered by good
taste,, can equal. The feast is not ostentatious. It begins before we
sit down to table, with a sherry dry as the best Montilla of Spaln9s
Cordoba^ but stronger bodied. I touch the fore-dishes sparingly,
waiting for the corderito. The glass doors are opened; the butlers
collaborate with the gauchos to bring the meat straight from the
flame to us. 1 will not attempt to describe it.
Tola and the Gaillois drive from La Harmonia (that is the name of
the place) to Buenos Aires; the lectures go back with Tota, who
will deliver them to Frlda. It Is my last day. Victoria and I walk
alone through the gracious wood to the estancla entrance.
We visit the town: the casino, the yacht club, the boardwalk with
its solid, sumptuous hotels, and the beach. The sea at this South
Atlantic point is full of iodine, and usually angry. Then we drive
to a small fisherman's port, a cluster of mean houses, tin, zlnc^
wood . . . saved by the sun and the green. We end at a movie:
I need to see an Argentine movie.
As Victoria warned mes It was bad . ,. very bad, but unexpectedly
illuminating. The actors and actresses have not learned a cinema
technique. They behave before the camera like human beings.
That is, they express emotion* thought, stnuggle3 like human beings,
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